whimpered angrily, pushing back the man who had invent-
ed a rapid-fire gun and who stubbornly kept explaining
to everyone around him the usefulness of his invention to
the world. Thousands of thin, moist ropes tightened on
the brain, driving into it like the fangs of a snake. And all
the dead, no matter what their subject, spoke like severe
moralists, like the gaolers of life who are enraptured by
the work they are doing.
"Enough!'''' roared the Devil, "I'm tired of this. . . .
I 'm sick of everything I see in the graveyards of the dead
and in the towns, the graveyards of the living. . . . You,
there, guards of truth! Go to your graves! . . /'
His voice was the steel voice of a sovereign who was
disgusted with the power that was his.
At this the ash-grey and yellow mass hissed, stirred,
and foamed like the dust on the road when hit by a whirl-
wind. The earth opened thousands of its dark jaws, and,
with a lazy, smacking sound, like that made by a sow that
has had its fill, it swallowed once more the food it had
thrown up and began to digest it anew. . . . All at once
everything vanished, the stones veered and fell back Into
their places to stand there as firmly and unmovingly as
ever. But an oppressive smell that clutched at the throat
like a heavy, moist hand still lingered.
The Devil seated himself on one of the graves, and,
resting his elbows on his knees, he squeezed his head with
the long fingers of his black hands. His eyes were fixed
immovably on the mass of stones and graves in the sur-
rounding dark. . . . The stars shone brilliantly above
him; up in the sky that had grown visibly lighter the bold
chimes of the bell drifted quietly, rousing the night from
its sleep.
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